152       HOW HEREWABD PLAYED THE POTTER;
" Hold out thy shins, fellow ! Thou art not going to sit at thine ease there like an abbot, after killing one of us grooms, and bringing the rest of us into disgrace. Hold out thy legs, I say!"
"Nothing easier," quoth Hereward cheerfully, and held out a leg. But when the man stooped to put on the fetters, he received a kick which sent him staggering.
After which he recollected very little, at least in this world. For Hereward cut off his head with his own sword.
After which (says the chronicler) he broke away out of the house, and over garden walls and palings, hiding and running, till he got to the front gate, and leaped upon mare Swallow.
And none saw him, save one unlucky groom-boy, who stood yelling and cursing in front of the mare's head, and went to seize her bridle.
Whereon, between the imminent danger and the ' bad language, Hereward's blood rose, and he smote that unlucky groom-boy : but whether he slew him or not, the chronicler had rather not say.
Then he shook up mare Swallow, and with one great shout of "A Wake! A Wake!" rode for his life, with knights and squires (for the hue and cry was raised) galloping at her heels.
Who then were astonished but those knights, as they saw the ugly potter's garron gaining on them, length after length, till she and her rider had left them far behind ?
Who then was proud but Hereward, as the mare